that they had captured that mprning. The garrisoi
took cover as the musketry grew heavier, but Law
rence went round from post to post, careless of th<
fire.
At Captain Anderson's house on the east face o
the defences the garrison were maintaining a shar]
fire on the mutineers outside, when a roundsho
carried away one of the pillars of the verandah
which fell with a crash, burying a civilian, M
Capper, who was serving as a volunteer. Captah
Anderson, 25th Native Infantry, and the rest carrn
running up. Capper was buried under a mass o
masonry, but they could hear a low voice saying:
Tin alive! Get me out! Give me air, for God'
sake!'
Someone said: 'It's impossible to save him/ bu
again they heard Capper's voice coming up as i
from a vault:
'It is possible, if you try.'
They started work. The heavy timbers of the ver
andah had been checked in their fall by a singi
beam which had been fixed about two feet above th
floor to be used as a firestep, and Capper's head wa
in the space between this beam and the floor. Ther
were huge blocks of masonry to be shifted, and, a
the rubble was constantly falling down and stoppin,
up the cracks through which Capper was breathing
he kept on calling out for air. The enemy knew tha
something peculiar was afoot and kept up an inces
sant fire, but there was just enough wall to cove
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